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PHIL LYNOTT: not the greatest gig of all time 
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Thin Lizzy/Judie 
Tzuke/lan 
Hunter 


| Milton Keynes 


THE TROUBLE with most 
aspiring British rock festivals is, 
well, simply that... the 
trouble. 

When the bill is 
comparatively small, as with 
Milton Keynes, for the avid rock 
and roll fan, the much touted 
event is transformed into a 
series of minor snags. It is a 


| long day we get, what we 


booked early for, A whole day 


| and night of our time which 


Stands more chance of finishing 
Up as a potential disaster than 
anything more Promising, 
Expensive, too. £7 plus £4.50 
Just to get there and back on 
the special rock festival British 
Rail ticket. If the facilities suck 
but the weather's good and the 
bands are good, you're onto a 
winning combination. When the 
facilities are only adequate, the 
rain is light but constant and, in 


the main, individual 
performances range from 
average to dreadful, as on this 
occasion, then really, forget it, 

Call it premonition, put it 
down as cynicism, blame it on 
the night or deduce merely that 
the average rock fan has more 
sense than he is generally 
credited with. Whatever, this 
year they stayed away in their 
thousands. 

Gazing out from the press 
pen across a sorry landscape of 
bored, white faces, pinched raw 
from the cool night air. 
shuffling and ambling around 
on foot because it’s too wet to 
sit for hours, the evening held 
all the atmosphere of a party 
you've travelled miles to get to 
and the booze just ran out and 
the music is awful so everybody 
Stands around partly wondering 
when something interesting is 
going to happen... and when 
can we all go home? 

The job of compere and DJ 
falls to radio Lux jock Stuart 
Henry, plainly the wrong man 
for the job. He bored the 
drawers off everybody with 
some dreadfully uninspired 
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choices of music that rolled out 
of the PA system like a request 
Spot on the Alan Freeman 
show. Please Fluff, please tell 
Stuart Henry not to play any 
more OLD Led Zeppelin, OLD 
Deep Purple and OLD Led 
Zeppelin ... and so on, ad 
nauseam, 

The bands? Yeah. The bands. 
Wow. 

Rain began drizzling as the Q 
Tips put the final touches of R 
and B mellow tone to their 
Sharp, short set, Hardly the 
most pleasing act on the bill, 
the Q Tips nevertheless played 
it like troopers and were 
impressive, punchy and kept it 
brief. They also enjoyed the 
best sound mix of the day. 

Judie Tzuke turned ina 
mildly dull set. She looked 
vaguely out of place out there 
on such a large stage, so 
exposed to the light. Co vertly 
obliged to kick ass somewhat, 
having allowed herself the risk 
of appearing on such a bill, she 
and her band at least made the 
most of it and were patiently 
received. There were more than 
@ few sighs of patient relief 


when she, at last, slipped away. 


Nice one Jude, and all that. 

The sound was getting 
worse. lan Hunter, past master 
of the open air rock festival, 
fared considerably better. /an 
Hunter, the professional's 
Professional, simply doesn t 
Play bad gigs. Sometimes, 
though, he is average. Today 
he was average. A couple of 
new numbers — ‘Lisa Likes To 
Rock And Roll’ and ‘Noises’ 
would have sent the Majority of 
ex Mott the Hoople fans to 
sleep, but ‘All The Way From 
Memphis’, ‘Violence’ and a 
fraction of ‘Roll Awa’ y The 
Stone’ bolstered up an 
otherwise tatty set. Eventually, 
he too was allowed to finish. 
His sound was still worse. 

And then a pause. And then 
that moment that everybody 
had been waiting for. 

Undoubtedly, Thin Lizzy had 
the worst sound of the day. 

The harbingers of doom had 
been right. Their set suffered 
accordingly. The best set of the 
day, naturally, but disappointing 
all the same. Si White's 
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at the climax of ‘Suicide’. Two 
new numbers ‘Trouble Boys’ 
and ‘Hollywood’ sounded 
promising, but Thin Lizzy never 
seemed to get started. It just 
didn’t happen. 

For a change, the toll-length 
version of ‘Black Rose’ closed 
the set to thunderous applause. 
“Sugar Blues’ and “Baby Drives 
Me Crazy’ almost took care of 
the encore, but when the band 
Was stopped from going back 
on for another by the organisers 
because “It's getting late’ 
thousands upon thousands of 
cans began flying through the 
air. Everybody blamed the band 
--. So what's new? But what a 
drag. 

if you were not there, you 
were one of the smart happy 


Set, 
MICK WALL 
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